SERMONS 


FROM      RIVERSIDE 


"NAILPRINTS  SPEAK  LOUDER  THAN  WORDS" 

"Thomas  answered  him, 

'  My  Lord  and  my  God.  "'  (John  20:28) 

Dr.    Ernest  T.    Campbell 


APRIL  26,   1970 


Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 

in  2012  with  funding  from 

Princeton  Theological  Seminary  Library 


http://www.archive.org/details/sermonnailprintsOOcamp 


"NAILPRINTS  SPEAK  LOUDER  THAN  WORDS" 

"Thomas  answered  him, 
'My  Lord  and  my  God. '"  (John  20:28) 

It's  not  what's  there  that  counts,  it's  what's  projec- 
ted.   That  statement,   clever,  sly  and  loaded,  pretty  well 
sums  up  the  philosophy  that  underlies  Public  Relations, 
commonly  known  among  us  as  PR.    The  substance  of  a  man, 
an  institution,  a  product,  a  service  matters  less  than  the 
image  that  people  have  of  it.    That  image  in  turn  can  be  en- 
gineered by  advertising  and  a  smart  use  of  mass  communi- 
cation.   One  has  the  feeling  that  the  whole  PR  phenomenon 
in  this  country  is  responsible  in  large  part  for  the  assorted 
credibility  gaps  that  plague  and  divide  the  nation. 

Because  the  church  has  a  message  to  get  across  and 
a  public  to  win  it  has  more  and  more  resorted  to  PR  skills 
and  insights.    This  stratagem  is  harmless  enough  when  it 
gets  the  church  to  modernize  its  periodicals,  improve  its 
advertising,  make  better  use  of  radio  and  television,  and 
otherwise  update  communication  both  with  those  inside  the 
church  and  the  populace  at  large. 

But  the  stratagem  backfires,  becomes  counter- 
productive and  theologically  suspect  when  gimmicks  and  pro- 
motions and  high-powered  campaigns  replace  concern  and 
suffering.    It's  time  we  recognized  that  we  can't  sell  the 
gospel  the  way  we  sell  cornflakes  or  anti-perspirantse 

I  have  it  on  good  authority  that  some  bishops  in  the 
Anglican  Church  were  called  together  a  few  years  ago  to 
consider  the  possibility  of  engaging  an  advertising  firm  to 
spruce  up  the  church's  image  in  the  world.    One  bishop  was 
uneasy  throughout.    Seeking  to  ridicule  the  idea  by  carica- 
ture, he  rose  to  his  feet  and  said,  "I  can  see  it  now  -  a  bill- 
board showing  Noah's  ark  perched  on  a  wave,  and  a  gaitered 
bishop  in  full  regalia  seated  at  the  prow  -  his  leg  thrown 
over  the  rail.    And  underneath,  the  punch  line:  To  avoid  that 
sinking  feeling  come  with  us  !"    An  exceptional  instance  to  be 
sure.    But  one  has  reason  to  suspect  that  the  trend  is  in  that 
direction. 


Focus  for  a  moment  on  Thomas  the  doubter.,    When 
the  risen  Lord  appeared  to  his  disciples  on  the  evening  of 
resurrection  Sunday,  Thomas  was  not  there*     (I  shall  resist 
the  temptation  to  preach  a  sub-sermon  here  on  the  impor- 
tance of  the  regular  use  of  the  means  of  grace  )    Nonethe- 
less, the  disciples,  wishing  to  include  Thomas  once  again 
in  their  number,  sought  him  out  and  announced  joyfully,  "We 
have  seen  the  Lord."  (Jno  20:25a) 

How  grave  their  consternation  must  have  been  when 
Thomas,  running  true  to  form,  replied,  "Except  I  shall  see 
in  his  hands  the  print  of  the  nails,  and  put  my  finger  into  the 
print  of  the  nails,  and  thrust  my  hand  into  his  side,  I  will 
not  believe,"  (Jno  20:25b) 

What  was  Thomas  saying  here,  for  himself  and  for 
us  ?    The  key  word  is  the  word  "Lord."    This  is  a  totalitar- 
ian term.    We  must  understand  its  use  within  the  general 
framework  of  the  master-slave  relationship  that  obtained  at 
that  time.    There  is  nothing  in  our  experience  today  in  the 
western  world  that  quite  answers  to  the  sternness  and  scope 
of  the  word  "Lord."    One  who  claimed  to  be  a  Lord  claimed 
sovereignty  over  a  man's  life.    To  such  a  one  a  man  would 
commit  his  destiny.    The  servant  was  expected  to  accept 
his  Lord's  values  and  make  his  purposes  his  own. 

Hence,  when  the  disciples  ran  to  Thomas  and  said, 
"We  have  seen  the  Lord,"  that  is  to  say,  "We  have  seen  the 
one  to  whom  you  should  submit,"  Thomas  replied,  "Except 
I  shall  see  in  his  hands  the  print  of  the  nails,  and  place  my 
finger  in  the  print  of  the  nails ,  and  thrust  my  hand  into  his 
side,  I  will  not  believe."    This  being  interpreted  means, 
whoever  asks  this  allegiance  of  me  must  demonstrate  that 
he  is  the  one  who  also  suffered  for  me. 


What  we  have  in  this  familiar  dialogue  is  one  of  the 
bed-rock  truths  of  life;  authority  and  suffering  are  insepara- 
ble   Naiiprints  speak  louder  than  words.    "Except  I  shall 
see  in  his  hands  the  print  of  the  nails  . . . . "    Authority  of 
every  kind  is  under  question  today.     Can  the  reason,   in 
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large  measure,  be  that  those  who  attempt  to  rule  so  seldom 
seem  to  suffer.  No  scars ,  no  wounds ,  simply  the  assertion 
of  the  right  to  reign . 

Where  has  the  sacrifice  gone  in  parenthood?     A 
mother  carrying  a  baby  these  days  can  remain  stylishly 
dressed  almost  to  full  term.    No  sacrifice.    The  cult  of  the 
baby  sitter  makes  it  certain  that  the  man  in  his  career  climb- 
ing and  the  couple  in  their  social  relationships  need  not  be 
deprived,,    When  the  youngster  needs  more  than  the  home 
can  or  will  provide  there  is  always  the  possibility  to  farm 
him  out;  to  the  school  for  education,  to  the  church  for  reli- 
gion, to  the  "Y"  for  general  services .    When  my  father  and 
mother  forsake  me  then  the  Scouts  will  take  me  up ! 

Is  there  clue  here  that  might  help  us  understand  the 
conflict  now  going  on  on  our  various  university  campuses  ? 
Academia  has  long  been,  though  seldom  recognized  to  be, 
a  privileged  preserve.    Education,  especially  higher  educa- 
tion, is  a  virtual  monopoly  in  our  society.    To  make  it  big 
in  this  country  one  generally  needs  some  magic  letters  at 
the  end  of  his  name.    Any  institution  that  can  control  the 
conferment  of  those  letters  has  monopolistic  power.    This 
monopoly  over  the  years  has  been  exercised  to  the  benefit 
of  faculty  and  administration, 

Academia  has  been  a  sequestered  and  prestigious 
place  replete  with  tenure,  long  vacations,  sabbaticals  and 
rewarding  opportunities  for  moonlighting.,    Part  of  what  I 
hear  from  the  student  generation  is  a  demand  to  see  the 
wounds;  a  desire  to  see  in  those  who  teach  and  administer 
some  of  that  agony  that  comes  from  participation  in  the 
realities  of  contemporary  life  today.    Our  young  people  are 
turning  to  their  mentors  and  leaders  and  saying  in  effect, 
Except  I  shall  see  in  your  hands  the  print  of  the  nails,  I 
will  not  believe. 

The  point  holds  for  government  also.    Unquestionably 
the  mood  that  characterizes  our  attitude  toward  Washington 
these  days  is  the  mood  of  cynicism.    One  gets  the  impres- 
sion increasingly  that  Washington  is  crowded  with  time- 
serving, career-bent  professionals.    The  feeling  grows  that 
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cnewould  have  to  look  long  and  hard  to  find  any  nailprints, 
wounds,  or  scars.    Oh  for  the  sight  of  a  Lincoln  again, 
slipping  into  a  darkened  church  and  failing  on  his  knees  be- 
fore God  to  pray  for  a  distraught  Republic !    I  doubt  that 
confidence  in  our  leadership  will  ever  be  restored  until 
that  leadership  has  wounds  and  scars  to  show. 


But  my  main  concern  is  the  church  where  the  cor- 
relation of  suffering  and  authority  is  absolutely  critical. 
Look  at  your  own  experience  of  God  as  a  Christiano     Is  it 
not  true  that  we  are  Christians  primarily  and  above  ail  else 
because  we  have  been  drawn  by  the  puiii  of  suffering  love? 
Surely  we  are  not  Christians  because  the  church  has  been 
out  front  very  often.     Certainly  we  are  not  Christians  be- 
cause the  church  is  usually  on  the  right  side  of  raging  is- 
sues.   Doubtless  we  are  not  Christians  because  people  who 
claim  allegiance  to  Christ  live  demonstrably  superior  lives. 

The  one  picture  that  hangs  in  my  study  is  Dali's 
"St.  John  of  the  Cross,"  showing  the  broad  shoulders  of  the 
son  of  man  with  his  hands  nailed  to  the  cross  beam.     I  keep 
that  picture  there  to  remind  me  of  why  I  became  a  Christian, 
and  why  I  stay  a  Christian.     The  only  repeatabie  sacrament 
in  most  of  Protestantism,  and  the  dominant  sacrament  in 
the  rest  of  the  Christian  world  is  the  Eucharist,  the  Lord's 
Supper,  the  Mass,   call  it  what  you  will.     It  pleased  God  in 
His  wisdom  that  the  church  above  all  else  should  never  for- 
get:   "This  is  my  body  which  is  broken  for  you."  (Mat  26:26) 

"Hath  He  marks  to  lead  me  to  Him, 
If  He  be  my  Guide  ? 

In  His  feet  and  hands  are  wound  prints, 
And  His  side."  1 

Look  then  at  the  unbelief  of  the  world.    Surely  we 
must  never  be  complacent  or  acquiescent  toward  this,  we 
who  are  under  mandate  to  go  into  all  the  world  and  make 
disciples  of  aJJ  nations.    Can  it  be  that  our  witness  is  not 
convincing  because  we  do  not  care  to  the  point  of  suffering? 
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One  of  the  maddening  features  of  the  committed  com- 
munist is  his  willingness  to  suffer „    I  remember  well  my 
first  reading  of  Herbert  Phiibrickss  book  I  Lead  Three  Lives . 
The  author  had  attempted  to  infiltrate  the  communist  party  in 
the  Boston  area.    Despite  impeccable  academic  credentials 
he  was  made  to  do  the  most  menial  tasks  to  prove  his  com- 
mitment -  turning  the  mimeograph  machine^  delivering  the 
"Daily  Worker"      on  cold  blustery ,  snowy  Sunday  mornings . 

Psychiatrists  who  have  counselled  members  of  that 
party  are  astounded  by  the  dedication  that  the  truly  commit- 
ted communist  is  capable  of  mustering,,    Total  renunciation 
of  the  goals  that  most  of  us  deem  desirable  is  commonplace 
There  is  willing  surrender  to  a  form  of  discipline  that  would 
be  reprehensible  to  most  of  us.    Demeaning  or  unspectacu- 
lar jobs  are  readily  accepted,  such  as  infiltrating  a  plant, 
marching  with  a  sign  or  leading  a  parade 

What  grieves  me  most  about  ail  of  this  is  that  these 
people  have  stolen  a  page  out  of  the  book  of  the  church!    I 
feel  an  anger  toward  them  like  unto  the  anger  that  Cinderella's 
sisters  must  have  felt  toward  her.    Having  been  judged  too 
plain  to  go  to  the  bail,  she  went  up  into  the  attic  and  rum- 
maged through  old  boxes.    There  she  built  a  wardrobe  out  of 
clothing  discarded  by  her  sisters .    On  the  night  of  the  dance 
the  other  sisters ,  hearing  the  klip  klop  of  Cinderella's  heels 
on  the  stairs  as  she  came  down,  looked  up  and  were  amazed 
at  her  beauty.    Their  amazement  quickly  turned  to  anger  as 
one  said,  "That's  my  hat,"  and  another,  "Those  are  my 
shoes."    "My  stockings,"    "My  dress.  "  "Except  I  shall  see 
in  his  hands  the  print  of  the  nails,  and  put  my  finger  into  the 
print  of  the  nails,  and  thrust  my  hand  into  his  side,  I  will 
not  believe. " 

The  next  generation  will  go  to  the  side  that  cares  the 
most.  When  Eddie  Arcaro  retired  as  one  of  the  nation's 
most  successful  jockeys  back  in  1962,  a  reporter  asked  him 
if  he  still  got  up  early  to  walk  his  mounts  around  the  track 
when  the  dew  was  on  the  ground?  Arcaro  confessed  frankly: 
"It  becomes  difficult  to  get  up  early  once  a  guy  starts  wear- 
ing silk  pajamas."  The  Christian  church  is  in  the  silk  paja- 
ma  stage.    It  gets  harder  and  harder  to  rise  early.    Harder 
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and  harder  to  care.     Harder  and  harder  to  grapple  for  the 
initiative.    More  and  more  we  sit  back  and  watch  the  initia- 
tive pass  over  into  the  hands  of  those  who  out-passion  us  on 
almost  every  front.    We  seem  so  unwilling  to  put  out  or  be 
put  out  for  what  we  claim  is  dearest  of  ail  to  us . 

We  may  thank  God  that  at  the  corporate  level  of  the 
church's  life;  at  the  level  of  World  Council,  National  Coun- 
cil, denomination  and  local  church,  there  are  enormous 
budget  pressures  being  asserted  today  to  get  us  to  forego 
some  of  our  customary  privileges  and  make  us  willing  to 
demonstrate  the  kind  of  concern  that  per  chance  might  stop 
the  trend  away  from  God.    At  the  personal  level  as  we  min- 
gle with  people  who  are  forever  throwing  up  thinly  veiled 
signals  of  distress,  the  question  is  whether  we  will  be  able 
to  break  sufficiently  with  our  privatism  and  personal  career 
ambitions  to  stop  and  care  and  love. 


It's  not  what's  there  that  counts,  it's  what's  projec- 
ted -  holds  no  truth  whatsoever  for  the  Christian  church. 
For  what's  there  is  really  ail  that  counts.    The  propagandist 
relies  on  words.    The  witness  while  he  speaks  makes  his 
point  with  his  scars.    "Except  I  shall  see  in  his  hands  the 
print  of  the  nails,  and  put  my  finger  into  the  print  of  the 
nails,  and  thrust  my  hand  into  his  side,  I  will  not  believe." 
Eight  days  later  Jesus  turned  to  Thomas  and  said,  "Reach 
hither  thy  finger,  and  behold  my  hands;  and  reach  hither  thy 
hand,  and  thrust  it  into  my  side;  and  be  not  faithless,  but 
believing."    (John  20:27)    And  Thomas  turned  to  him  and  said, 
"My  Lord  and  my  God."    (John  20:28) 

Naiiprints  speak  louder  than  words.    Amy  Wilson 
Carmichael  was  raising  basic  questions  when  she  asked: 

"Hast  thou  no  scars  ? 
No  hidden  scar  on  foot,  or  side,  or  hand? 
I  hear  thee  sung  as  mighty  in  the  land, 
1  hear  them  hail  thy  bright  ascendant  star, 
Hast  thou  no  scar? 
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Hast  thou  no  wound? 

Yet  I  was  wounded  by  the  archer,  spent, 
Leaned  Me  against  a  tree  to  die;  and  rent 
By  ravening  beasts  that  compassed  Me9 

I  swooned: 
Hast  thou  no  wound  ? 

No  wound?    no  scar? 

Yet,  as  the  Master  shaii  the  servant  be, 

And  pierced  are  the  feet  that  follow  Me; 

But  thine  are  whole:   can  he  have  followed  far 
Who  has  not  wound  nor  scare" 


CLOSING  PRAYER 

We  bless  Thee,  God,  for  the  few  in  every 
generation,  who  give  their  dreams 
the  backing  of  their  life. 

Help  us,  after  the  fashion  of  our  Lord, 
to  be  willing  to  suffer  for  the  world 
that  we  would  bring  to  thee* 

Make  us  at  least  as  zealous  to  advance  the 
welfare  of  our  neighbor  as  we  are 
to  secure  our  own. 

That  Thy  love  my  triumph  in  us 
and  through  us  to  Thy  praise . 

Through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord, 

Amen, 
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